42     KABIE/S POEMS

have no taste for food, I have no
sleep ; my heart is ever restless
within doors and without.

As water is to the thirsty, so is the
lover to the bride. Who is there
that will carry my news to my
Beloved ?

Kabir is restless : he is dying for sight
of Him.
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0 miEND, awake, and sleep no
more !

The night is over and gone, would you
lose your day also ?

Others, who have wakened, have re-
ceived jewels ;

0 foolish woman ! you have lost all
whilst you slept.

Your lover is wise, and you are foolish^
0 woman !